SIR   JOHN    HAWKINS
" I trust God will so provide for me as I shall never
meddle with such intricate matters more, for they be
importable for any man to please and overcome it. If
I had an enemy, I would \vish him no more harm than
the course of my troublesome and painful life; but
hereunto, and to God's good providence we are born."
In another letter he wrote of his task that " God, I trust,
will deliver me of it ere it be long, for there is no other hell."
Old Gonson's words were truly proved: " I shall pluck a
thorn out of my foot and put it into yours! "
Hawkins would have liked to retire; he was feeling old,
and years of responsibility, of fighting slanderous jealousy,
had made him weary. He hoped to put to sea again, away
from the intrigues of the Naval Office, but he was too useful
a man for the Queen to let slip. He was tired and feeling
old after his " careful, miserable, unfortunate, and danger-
ous" life, for diplomacy was not his real trade. He was
a sailor and the sea invited him. He was sixty, and still
showed plenty of vitality, yet he was condemned to a chair,
to worry about little expenses, about the cost of this and of
that. He must worry about rigging, food, and the building
of ships for other men, for Drake and Frobisher, while him-
self remained in England, watching others set out to the
lands beyond the skyline, the lands of his youth, which now
he feared never to see again. Soon, he felt, he would be fit
for nothing but his chair in the Navy Office, The Queen
dared not let him go. He wrote imploring letters to her
Ministers, and at last his opportunity came. Elizabeth
realised that the danger from Spain was over, and decided
that defence should be succeeded by aggression, and that
Hawkins and Drake, England's greatest living seamen,
should sail together to the Indies.
Nothing more idiotic could have been conceived than to
make these men co-commanders. They were both courage-
ous, they were both excellent sailors and soldiers. But
Drake was reckless while Hawkins was cautious, and each of
them undoubtedly was jealous of the other's greatness. The
plan given to them was, roughly, to attack Nombre de Dios,
and then to march across the Isthmus and capture Panama,
but the expedition was delayed again and again, for some
unexplained reason. The Qiieen blamed both captains, but
it seems that the fault was really Drake's, as he made careless